The Spirits Enter (Th ere are seven rocks on the fl oor. As the lights fade to black, the rocks begin to glow, revealing themselves as stars. Th e seven spirits enter the space from diff erent directions, and walk amongst the stars. One by one they begin to pick up the rocks. As they do the sound of the highway grows, the lights change, and the rocks are once again rocks. Th e spirits move the rocks to the edge of the stage and exit, except for Wren . Now of this world, she seems to sense the spirits around her, but cannot really see them. She moves to centre stage and then addresses the audience.)
Ghost Story
Wren: My sister used to work in northern BC. At Wonowon, close to Fort St. John. She worked with the Beaver people. She lived in Edmonton and would drive to Wonowon all the time on the Alaska Highway. One night, she fi nished work late, she decided she would drive back to Edmonton. She probably should have stayed the night, but she wanted to go home.
She hops in her car and starts driving. She's driving and driving, a fear starts to grow inside of her, a fear that there is someone sitting in the back seat.
(Th e Muses -three spirits-enter and stand behind Wren . Th ey look out the windows of the car.)
She tries not to panic but there's no one around and it's pitch black. She's getting so scared she won't even pull over to check the back seat because she thinks if she does that person will kill her. So she just keeps driving and doesn't stop all the way to Edmonton.
When she fi nally gets home, she jumps out of the car and looks in the back seat. No one is there.
But that feeling was so strong and it was in her. Th e following work trip to northern BC she approached an Elder and told her what had happened. Th e Elder said, "oh yeah it was probably a lost spirit hitching a ride with you along the Alaska Highway. Because spirits used to know the map of the stars, and they would use this map to fi nd their way to heaven. But since the highway was put in people lost their way." So there's a bunch of lost spirits along the Alaska Highway (Wren starts to step backward, the Muses braid around her) , waiting to hitch a ride.
The Muse Dance
(Th e Muses dance, their actions evoking listening, hearing, remembering something almost lost. Th ey pick snippets of stories out of the air. Th ey dance together, and then individually. Th ey see the audience and rush towards them, arms open in an invitation, then retreat, as if embracing all the stories in the room. Again, invite, embrace, retreat, invite, embrace, retreat. Finally, they return to a diagonal, return to their listening, hearing, remembering action. Slowly, they begin to leave the stage, backing up, and their energy leaving the stage pulls on the rest of the company, who enter holding sticks. Once the last Muse has left the stage, the performers begin to speak all at once, laying down their sticks as various Yukon paths, trails and roads. Once the map is laid, the performers take their positions in the geography of the map. As each tells their history, they walk their journey on the map on the fl oor.)
Andra's Story
Andra: My name is Andra. I was born in Whitehorse. I am the older of two children.
I was raised in the bush in a valley south of Jake's Corner.
When I was ten, my family moved to Whitehorse.
I went to college in Edmonton, Vancouver, and Whitehorse.
I met my husband in Whitehorse, and I live here.
My mother is Sally.
Sally: My name is Sally.
I was born in Whitehorse.
I am the oldest of six children.
I was raised at my grandma's cabin at Little Atlin Lake.
When I was six, I was taken to residential school in Carcross.
I fi nished high school and met my husband in Whitehorse.
We built our home in a valley south of Jake's Corner.
We raised two children.
I now live and work in Whitehorse.
My mother is Lillian.
Lillian: My name is Lillian.
I am the youngest of ten children.
I was raised in a cabin at Little Atlin Lake where I was taught to hunt, fi sh, trap, garden, and run a household.
With my partner, we lived in various places including Atlin, Carcross, Tagish, Whitehorse, and Jake's Corner, where we settled and raised six children.
My mother is Daisy.
Daisy:
My name is Daisy.
I am the youngest of four children.
My husband and I built our home at Little Atlin Lake, near the intersection of trails to Atlin, Tagish, Marsh Lake and Teslin.
Here I gave birth to ten children.
After they built the highway I walked to Jake's Corner and caught the bus to Whitehorse to sell my sewing.
I bought groceries, caught the bus back to Jake's Corner and walked all the way back to Little Atlin Lake.
My mother is Ginny.
Ginny: My name is Ginny.
I am Andra's great great grandmother.
I was born in Hutchi, which is west of Whitehorse.
I married Tagish Jim and lived in Tagish for most of my life.
We raised four children together.
I moved to live with my daughter at Little Atlin Lake.
Tagish Jim: My name is Tagish Jim.
All: Not your turn. All: It's not your story.
Nadagáat Tláa: My name is Nadagáat Tláa.
I am the sister of Skookum Jim, and Andra's great great grandmother.
My family is from Juneau, Alaska.
I married a man from Tagish.
We worked for the newcomers, packing their supplies over the Chilkoot Trail from Skagway to Bennett.
I was coming back from a potlatch with my four children and we got caught in a blizzard -(she makes the embrace gesture)
I didn't survive.
In the morning, the children found their way home.
( Nadagáat Tláa dies, frozen in the embrace gesture, her cloak a tent for her huddled children. Her death releases the others and they walk their paths in silence. Andra moves among them, seeing her ancestors. She moves to Nadagáat Tláa.).
Snippets of Stories
Andra: And what this brings up in me … (hands to belly) Her life force started to gather around her heart.
Snippets of stories.
( Nadagáat Tláa reaches for a story, Andra reaches for the same story, their fi ngers meet. Th ey turn back to back, and Nadagáat Tláa's blanket becomes Andra's blanket. Th e rest of the company begin to grab snippets of stories from the air. Th ey move through the space, gathering, scattering, soaring, moving to the edge of the stage, looking out at the audience.)
Making memorabilia of her life -stories.
( Andra makes a piano fl ourish that moves down the line, person by person and fl ies off at the end of the line.)
I don't know what you're going to do with this story.
( Andra opens her arms to the audience, again the gesture canons down the line of people.)
The Typewriter [1921] (Th e company leaves the edge of the stage, gathering and soaring. One by one they fi nd a stick; each picks up a stick and "The sermon was in Gwich'in. But we didn't understand it, we never learned the language." Back row (l-r): Austin Roe, Jordan Reti, Brandon Wicke; Middle row (l-r): Andrameda Hunter, Santana Berryman, Léa Roy-Bernatchez; Front: Wren Brian.
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Map of the Land, Map of the Stars | SCRIPT balances it, one point of contact, then two, then one, on their backs, heads, arms. It is a ballet of balance and patience, a dance of care and awareness, as the sticks move through space without touching each other. Th e sound of a typewriter bell breaks the spell and the sticks fall to the ground. Th e Queen enters, being pushed by a minion. She is typing.)
Voice Over: "Department of Indian Aff airs. Canada. Ottawa. 15 December 1921.
Dear Sir. It is observed with alarm that the holding of dances by the Indians on their reserves is on the increase, and that these practices tend to disorganize the eff orts which the department is putting forth to make them self-supporting. I have therefore to direct you to use your utmost endeavours to dissuade the Indians from excessive indulgence in the practice of dancing. You should suppress any dances which cause waste of time, interfere with the occupation of the Indians, unsettle them for serious work, injure their health, or encourage them in sloth or idleness. You should also dissuade and if possible prevent them from leaving their reserves for the purpose of attending fairs, exhibitions, etc., when their absence would result in their own farming and other interests being neglected …"
(One by one, the people go to the Queen to ask for things: seized children returned, permission to travel, to hunt, to trap, money. Th e Queen keeps issuing cards which she hands to the minion who hands them to the applicants. Baffl ed, each applicant leaves, and takes a pose in the Museum of Lament, a tableau that illustrates the people's frustration with their new situation.)
Staking Claims
(A wonky piano playing a classic can-can kicks in, releasing the people from the Museum of Lament, and we are in a bar. Th e papers the people have been issued become glasses, bottles, cards, fans, other accoutrements of the gold rush. Th e people are transformed into miners, drinking, dancing, gambling, partying. One of the miners picks and arranges four sticks into a grid, and occupies it, staking a claim. As the other miners notice, they begin to stake their own claims, stealing each other's sticks to build their own grids. Th e can-can music begins to speed up and warp at the same time, as the battle for territory increases, until the miners fi nd themselves inside one grid. Th eir fi ght warps into a slow-motion slug-fest. Th e (Th e sound of the building of the Alaska Highway comes up: newscasts, period music, the voices of the politicians making announcements. Th e soldiers work to clear the land, felling trees, hauling dirt, fi ghting bugs, laying charges. Th ey work as a group, but every once in a while, the action slows and someone steps out to speak.) Andra: When that machine came crashing through the bush, we thought it was an earthquake. And there on top was a man, but not like any man we'd ever seen. He was black.
Wren: Th ose soldiers weren't allowed inside public places, but round back of the Caribou Hotel, Millie's mother gave them water and baking and ice cream. Jordan: I remember those soldiers coming into our cabin once to get warm. Th ey were just freezing. Th ey stuck their hands right down into the fl ames in the stove, they were so cold.
Brandon: Th e winter of '42 was one of the coldest on record. A group of soldiers were sent to a remote area during a cold snap, their truck broke down and they all froze to death.
(Th e company moves on, revealing one dead soldier left behind on the highway. Th e highway soundtrack changes to music, and the music revives the soldier, who stands and begins to dance.)
Soldier Dance
(Towards the end of the Soldier Dance, the rest of the company join him and they all begin to soldier-dance off stage left. Th e sound of an axe catches them before they exit, and they are transformed again, moving together in a gesture-score of checking nets, cutting wood, hauling water.)
Fish Camp
Léa: Check nets.
Brandon: Cut wood.
Wren: Haul water.
Austin: Fish camp was the best time of our life.
All: Check nets, cut wood, haul water.
Léa: (barks three times) (All movement and sound stops. Th e company looks at her.)
Léa: Th ere had to be a lot of fi sh because there were a lot of dogs.
Santana:
Jijii was the lay minister and he put on his robes.
Wren: And we would all argue about who got to ring the bell.
(Everyone chases her, trying to get the bell, until she slips into the church doors. Everyone enters respectfully, some kneel.)
Wren: Th e sermon was in Gwich'in.
All: But we didn't understand it, we never learned the language (right hand to the throat and draw down to the heart) ( Wren howls like a wolf, the others join until it is a chorus of howling. Th ey rise and leave the church, their bodies remembering the gestures of checking nets, cutting wood, hauling water. Th e action moves them to the edge of the river.) Andra: Uncle Abe was from Old Crow.
(All movement stops.)
Jordan: After all those chores he told stories 'til late at night by the river.
Andra:
We grew up with all these movies, John Wayne, Bruce Lee, war movies.
Uncle Abe, did our people ever fi ght?
Uncle Abe: Yeah, there were fi ghts with the Ch'ineekaii, the Eskimos. Th ey were always seen as our enemies. But it's those ones from within that are the most dangerous. K'aiiheenjik was attacked by his own people, the Gwich'in. When they killed his brothers, that's when things got ugly. Th e people chased K'aiiheenjik all over the land. Finally, over the mountains there, they cornered him. Shot him full of arrows. He grabbed a couple of the leaders of the group, jumped off a cliff and killed himself with them. To this day if you go up near Bear Cave Mountain, you'll see the blood stains on the rocks there. Th at's where K'aiiheenjik killed himself.
Andra: Uncle Abe'd go on and on. He told us how the rivers came to be. How the mountains ended up where they are, and how we are connected to the land.
Jordan:
We'd want to hear more but eventually we'd have to go to bed. Even though the sun never set. Of course we would fi ght it all the way.
(As Abe continues to tell stories silently, the children fall asleep, and begin to dream the stories Abe has told them. In their dreams, they do the gestures they have heard-shooting arrows, over the mountain, jumping off a cliff , and their gestures carry them away, leaving behind the Muses , who become the three salmon.) ctr 174 spring 2018
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Salmon Dance
(Th e salmon dance, together, separately, together again. At the end of the dance, the rest of the company enters.)
Laundry Line
( Austin and Brandon enter from stage right with the laundry line, two pieces already hung on it, and Jordan joins them to make the clothesline. Th e women enter with a basket of clothing and basket of clothespins, and begin to hang the laundry. Th e ensemble sings a traditional hymn in the round throughout the scene.)
All: By the waters Th e waters Of Babylon.
We lay down and wept
And wept
For thee Zion.
We remember thee Remember thee Remember thee Zion.
(As the line moves and changes shape, the women hang and rehang the laundry, quicker and quicker, weaving in and out, between the lines and each other. Th e clothesline begins to leave the stage and the women remove all the pieces of clothing and put them in the basket. As the women leave the stage with the baskets, Jordan poles on with his stick, as if poling upriver.)
Black Tom
(Th e people pole on, eventually arriving at their spots in the woods. Th eir poles become trees behind which the villagers hide, watching Black Tom enter. Tom carries something heavy, for he is always working. He weaves through the trees, through the villagers, as they talk about him. He is aware of them, and their gossip, but does not acknowledge them.)
Villager 1: Why does he cry?
Villager 2: Where is he from?
Villager 3: Why is he so dark? Villager 1: He came by the river from the south.
Villager 3: He travels with a bible.
Villager 4: He speaks our language.
Villager 5: He's got no time for Archdeacon MacDonald.
Villager 6: He's as strong as three men.
Villager 2: Does he yearn for home?
Villager 3: He took in little ones after their parents died.
Villager 5: Boss Man Firth tried to hire him.
Villager 4: He's a free man and only works for Hudson's Bay when he wants to.
Villager 3: He's supporting a widow at LaPierre House.
Villager 5: My wife really likes him.
( Villager 2 and Villager 6 giggle.)
Villager 1: He carried a man to safety. The River Andra: One of the long ago stories is about this guy who travelled across the land, fi xing things -
Santana: Fixing things?
Andra: Yeah, teaching the animals how to behave, gave medicine to Raven -What was his name?
Austin: Atachuukaii.
All: (trying out the word) Atachuukaii.
Austin:
In Old Crow they call him Ch'ataiiyuukaih.
All: (trying out the word) Ch'ataiiyuukaih.
Wren:
He paddled his canoe all up and down the rivers, and fi xed all the animals so they don't eat humans.
Brandon: Th ose 'giant' animals that used to live here?
Wren: Yeah, otters. Beavers. And the wolverine, that's my favourite, the giant wolverine tries to kill him with spears stuck into the bottom of that icy hill, and instead Ch'ataiiyuukaih tricks him, and makes sure those wolverine kids never grow big or hunt people again.
Andra: So he travelled everywhere with his diamond willow walking stick and all the animals travelled with him. As they walked the animals got very thirsty but there was no water in the world yet, so he used his walking stick to jab in the ground and where he pulled it out, water fl owed in a spring so the animals could drink. He did this for each of the animals and those spots where water fl owed became the streams and eventually formed the Yukon River.
Austin: I don't think that's an Atachuukaii story! Andra: (shrugs) It's a river story. Jordan: My uncle was Japanese. His father moved them up here after the war -the second one -after everything was taken from them.
Brandon
He told me about becoming friends with the other "brown boys" … they played a game on this river, calling across to hear their voices echoing back at them.
HELLO … hello … hello … hello.
Brandon: HELLO!
All: Hello … hello … Léa: Do you remember that story about the Hän kids in Dawson hiding in the willows when the steamboat came in?
Santana: Oh yeah, Louise Hardy was inspired by that story and made this beautiful dress out of canvas, and there are all these diff erent symbols painted around the skirt. She made it because a friend of hers knew one of those kids hiding in the bushes who told her about the white women getting off the steamboats with their big hoop skirts, and all of the kids thought they looked like tents -they thought that's how the women packed their tents with them.
Brandon: Why were those kids hiding in the willows?
Léa: Th ey had to, they couldn't be seen. Segregation. Th ere was a curfew.
Andra: When the bells rang they would have to leave Dawson and go down the river to Moosehide.
( Andra makes a river gesture that brings her to her feet and carries her away. One by one, the company members pick up the river gestures and are carried away.)
Images Floating
(Images fl oat down the river: Andra with the diamond willow walking stick creating watering places, Santana in the hoop skirt, Brandon as a giant beaver. Th e others become animals who come to the river to drink from the waterholes. Th en they transform into ravens, then they transform into a caribou herd, and cross the stage. Austin's caribou transforms into a man and walks forward.)
Road-Food & Love
Austin: Th e road brought us all kinds of new things -new food, fresh fruit and vegetables. Th e road brought new people and sometimes the new people fell in love with the land, and sometimes they fell in love with the people who lived on the land.
New roads got built, to Atlin, Haines and Dawson. And to the silver mines around Mayo, Elsa and Keno.
Andra: Th at's where my dad ended up, working underground for United Keno Hill. Dad came to Canada with one small bag and no winter coat. It was 1969, freezing cold, and the world was on fi re.
(Th e sounds of 1969 come up-psychedelic music, the moon landing, John Lennon, the Manson murders, the Jackson 5-as the company watches television in awe. One by one they begin to dance.)
The people fi ght, fi rst in pairs, grappling with each other. Then the whole group begins to box. The boxing becomes a dance of frustration and rage, and the rage turns into fi re which consumes them. Performers from left: Wren Brian, Santana Berryman, Jordan Reti, Austin Roe, Andrameda Hunter, Léa Roy-Bernatchez, Brandon Wicke.
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